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The Presbyterian’s Litany. 


oe Popith Bifhops, High-flying Peers, 
From Surplices and Common-Prayers, 
From Organs tootimg tm our Ears ; 


Libera nos, &e., 


From all Hot-beaded Perkenites, 
Tne very Spawn of jJetuits, 
Who'd fain deprive us of our Rites ; 
Libera nos, &e, 


From Magiltrates, Adilitary and Civil, 

Who wou'd for Good repay us Evil, 

From tbe Pope, a Tacker, and the Devil; 
Libera nosy &e. 


From thofe deftroyers of the Nation, 

Whofe Souls, difdaining Moderation, 

Wou'd fend us bead-long to Damnation - 
Libera nos, &c. 


Grant Heav’n, we may thofe Montters tame, 
Who do at our Deftrudtion aim, 


Ours, their Queen’s, and Country’s, bane ; 
Audi nos, ec, 


Grant, Anna long may wear the Crown, 
And then we doubt not but She'll own 
The Cloak more faithful than the Gown ; 


Audi nos, tc. 
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To the Countefs of S§ 
By Mr. f-——». 
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Shooting. 





OO far ( My Fair ) your Conquefts 
you per fue, 


find learn thofe Arts our Sex {hould only know: 


Mankind had worn your Fetters long before, 
Now hardly any thing efcapes your Pow’r ; 
Your dreadful Engines murther from afar, 
find {catter {wift Deftru@ion thro’ the Air, 
The nimbleft Birds you ea/ily command, 


And bring them Gafping to your skilful Hand : 


So true your Judgment, and fo good your Eye ; 

The Stroke’s as fure as that of Deftiny : 

Flight, and Refiftance, equally are vain, 

Inevitable Death flies bid in Rapid Flame. 

So Brave, fo Fierce, you in the Field appear, 

Tour Boldeft Lovers all confent to fear. 

Like you would look the Beauteous Queen of 
Love, 


df in the abfence of Almighty Jove, 


She fhou'd but grafp bis loud Artillery, 

And launch Red Tovender thro’ the Vaulted 
Sky. 

Your Victory ss mow become compleat, 

And as your Beauty, fo your Triumph’s greats 

Your Captives now your Chains can ne’er evade, 

Your Arms fecure the Slaves your Eyes have 





made, 
To Merena. 
a 
I XT ow your Coleftial Face, 


Merena, fo divinely Clear , 
J fee in that tranfparent Gla/s 

Your Beauteous Soul appear - 
The Blufhing Godde/s of the Aforn befs bright, 
Pierces the Silver Clouds with Purple Light. 


Il. 
In that lovely Form reveal'd 
More lovely Beauties fine : 
A fairer Image lies conceal 'd 
Within (0 fair a fbrine. 
In that pure Vetl you fhroud your purer Beams, 
And Beauty but the (nade of Vertue feems. 
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Marry for Beauty. In Antwer to 
Marry for Money : In Numb. 2°". 
By &. E. 


HE Man who only Weds for fordidG ain, 
Trucks Golden Liberty for endle{s Pain. 

Ambitious, Scornful, Env’ous, and Morofe, 
Are the due Epithets tf a Wealthy Spoufe ; 
With Irkfom Jars {he wracks bis calm repofe, 
Nor Night,nor Day,Reft to the Wretch allows : 
But be that Weds ferBeauty’s dazlingCharms, 
Still clafps a Heav’n of Blifs within bus Arms: 
The Happy Moments {wiftly pajs away, 
Each Night frefh Picafure brings , new Joys 

each Day. 
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Secret Love. 


OW pleafant u Love, 
H When forbid or unknown 7 
Was my Pajffion approv'd, 

It would quickly begone < 


It 
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It adds to the Charms, 

When we fteal the Delight : 
Why fhould Love be expos'd, 
Since bimfelf bas no Sight ¢ 


In fome Silvan Shade 
Let me figh for my Swain, 
Where none but an Echo 
Will [peak on’t again. 


Thus filent and foft, 

Pll pafs my timeons 
And when I grow weary, 
[4 make my Love known, 





The Complaint. 


Appy thofe Swains in days of yore, 
When ev’ry Nymph went loofely dre/t; 

When only Skins flung lightly oer, 
Or fome fuch eafy Garb they wore, 

Which never did Love's Foys moleft, 
But fuch a Drefs, degenerate We 
Can never but in Prttures fee ; 
For ev’ry Nymph wears now a-days, 

So many Pestycoats and Pins, 
Girdles, and other {uch delays, 
The Pleafure , while the Lover ftays, 

Is vanifh'd, eer the Sport begins. 


———— 
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Spoke Extempore over a Canof Flip, 
By Mr. S. 7. 


Fe far the infant unarm’dGauls fubdu'd, 
Naflaw their growing Pow’r long with- 
food, 
But Marlbro’ conquer’d what they Neither 
coud! 





From Theocritus. 


Hen firft, with grief aud anger {well d, 
Fair Cytherea’s Eyes bebela 
Adonis, her lov’d Boy, juft flain, 
And lying breathle{s on the Plain ; 
She i'd out aftridi Command 
To all ber little winged Band, 
Tofeek, to find, and bring to ber 
Adonis’s tusky Murtherer, 
Swift as ber words, th’ obfequious Loves, 


With wings and feet fcour'd thro’ the Groves ; 


At laft the blood-ftain’d Boar they found, 
And bim they feiz’d, and bim they bound : 
One clapp'd about bts neck a Thong, 

And drag'd the guilty Beaft along ; 
Another ftruck bim with bis Bow 

Beinnd, to make him fafter go: 
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Fearing Love’s-Queen, who thus exprefs’a 
Her anger to th’ approaching Beaft 

© Moft Savage Tenant of the Grove ! 
‘ Didft Thou affault my charming Love ? 
© Didft Thou thus wound a Thigh fo fair ¢ 
* Didft thou of life deprive my Dear ? 

The Boar reply'd, * Great Queen, I {wear 
By thy fair Self, and by thy Dear, 

By thefe my fhackles ; by thofe Loves, 
“Who brought me from my darling Groves, 
‘J, wretched 1, bad no defign 
* To burt that lovely Youth of thine : 
© He feem’d, when firft he met mine Eye, — 
* A piece of breathing Imag ry, 

* And jet my raging breajt on fire, 
“With an vnquenchable defire 

* Of kiffing that fair naked Thigh, 

© From whence {prung all my mufery, 
© Take, drag tkefe oxt, Fair Desty! 
© Let thefe a juft atonement be : 

m For wey fhouid I be troubled with 

© Unnecefjary loving Tceta ? 

© Or if that Punifhment’s too fmall, 

© Take, Goddefs, take thefe Faws and ab. 
But Pity working in her Breaft, 
And pleading for the fuppliant Beaft, 
The melting Deity commands 


Her winged Loves to loofe bus bands. 


From thence be was of Venus’s train, 
Nor ever fought the Groves again ; 
But, coming toalong'd-for Fire, 
He burn'd bis Teeth, extinguifir'd bis Defrre. 
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+ : Upon a Scoid. oh 


Ternal Fury! bold thy curfed Tongue, 
So quick, fo fharp, fo loofe, fo loud, fo longs 
That neither Husband, Netghbour, Friend nor 
Foe, 
Can be at eafe, when e’re they hear it go + 
Dread Thunder is a much lefs frightful Noife, 
Drums, Guns, and Bells, ave Afufsck to thy 
Voice ; 
The Pillry, which the perjur’d Villain fears, 
Cannot be balf fo uneafy to the Ears: 
Nor ts the aching Head's vexatious Pain, 
Half fo tormenting to a fickly Brain. 
Then Heaven defend and keep my Ears fecure 
From the fadPlague which none but Death can 
Cure, 





Aavertilements. ; 
*{* Al Gentlemen, Ladies, and others, who bave 
any Coptes of Verjes, Heroical, Humorous, Gallant, 
Satyrs, Odes, Epigrams, Receipts, Songs, &c. 
proper to infers in thes Paper, they are defired to fend 
them to Mir. biaylord, at the iemple Exchange, 
laer “ogee » lyre ; r 
Fleetftreet, or B. Bragg, in Avemary-Lane: And 
likew:{e to order it fo, that they may come to kis Hands 
by Wednefday Nigbr at fartheft, or they cannge be in- 
ferted in that Weeks Poff. 
*+" Ihe Firft Vol. containing Numb, 24. being 
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